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I turn to go : my feet are set
To leave the pleasant fields and farms;
They mix in one another's arms
To one pure image of regret.
ci
OK that last night before we went
From out the doors where I was bred,
I dream'd a vision of the dead,
Which left my after-morn content.
Methought I dwelt within a hall,
And maidens with me: distant hills
From hidden summits fed with rills
A river sliding by the wall.
The hall with harp and carol rang.
They sang of what is wise and good
And graceful.    In the centre stood
A statue veiTd, to which they sang;
And which, tho' veil'd, was known to me^
The shape of him I loved, and love
For ever: then flew in a dove
And brought a summons from the sea:
And when they learnt that I must go
They wept and waiTd, but led the way
To where a little shallop lay
At anchor in the flood below ;
And on by many a level mead,
And shadowing bluff that made the banks,
We glided winding under ranks
Of iris, and the golden reed ;
And still as vaster grew the shore,
And rolTd the floods in grander space,
The maidens gathered strength and grace
And presence, lordlier than before;